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but it is as necessary to this generation as the
movement on his wheel is necessary to the
dormouse.
Still, those of us who dislike it must console
ourselves with the reflection that anything we
say has been said by every generation. Life is
never fast enough for the active and never
sufficiently tranquil for the lovers of the lotus,
Ever since London began there have been com-
plaints of the hot pace of London life. Lydgate
complained of it; Stubbes complained of it;
William Langland complained of it. Through-
out English literature, stage by stage, you may
find this plaint of the whirl of London, the quest
for pleasure, the rush, the noise, Smollett's
Matthew Bramble let off his spleen against the
turmoil and fever of London life in the mid-
eighteenth century, in terms almost exact to the
terms used by moralists about the London of
last year. There are always some who are a
little behind the contemporary beat; slack or
querulous members of the orchestra who will
make their entry twd bars late and then complain
that the others are rushing it. Every generation
has its beat^ always an acceleration of that which
preceded it; and those who were contemptuous
of their grandfather's complaints about the
nerve-racking pace of London in the eighties are
in their turn complaining of the pace which
their grandsons find easy and necessary. And